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BRACKLIN BRIDGE; 

OR, THE 

%tiump'i^ of Mixtut. 

I 

i A riSION^IN THREE CANTOS; 
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Virtue^ pure i with what celestial grace 

Th J noble worth adorns the human face ! 
Refulgent as the gay meridian Sun 

Thou 8hed*8t bright lustre from thy glorious throne ; 
But when that demon, Vice» bedims thy rays» 

And 01^ the hapless mind insatiate pr^s. 
Then sunlc to nothing is the mortal frame; 

It never can on earth its loss reclaim. 
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BRACKLIN BRIDGE.^ 



CANTO FIRST. 



Reclining once beneath a shade. 
Where mournful willows wish to weep. 

And verdant banks, with fiow'rets clad, 
Invite unwearied limbs to sleep; 

Ethera's king refulgent shone 

O'er all the golden coloured fields; 

And Ceres, with luxufiant eye, 
iSat smiling o*er the joys she yields; 

Ambrosial zephyrs, scented sweets. 
Exhaled by Nature's fragrant wreathe; 

And strains melodious charmed the groves 
That clothe the pleasant vale of Teith. 
B 
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10 BRACKLIN BRIDGE. 

To thee, thou balm to human woe. 

Thou soother sweetl my eyes resigned $ 

But in thy strange mysterious shade, 
What fantasies pervade the mind. 

Methought I strayed by Bracklin stream, 
And, near the bridge, I stopped to view 

The wild and rude romantic scene, 
High- tinged with Nature's varied hue. 

The moon resplendent through the trees, 
Appeared with more than wonted gleam, 

The leaves, unruffled by the breeze, 
Hung silent o'er the silver stream. 

Here Nature's splendid works appear 

In all their wild terrific forms, 
While creeping ivy's pleasant shade 

The rugged rocks and caves adorns. 

Reflecting thus I pensive stood. 
Admiring all the scenes around^ 

When straightway issuing from the wood, 
Appeared a maid with beauty crown'd. 

The glow of youthful innocence 
Breathed sweetly o'er her lovely face, 

The neat attire of simplest dress 
O'erspread her limbs, that moved with grace. 
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BRACKLIN BRIDGE. 1 1 

Slow was her pace — ^her air serene; 

Expressive mildness marked her eye; 
Than earthly fair she fairer seemed; 
And tender as the lover's sigh. 

^' Ah! gentle maid! where wand'rest thou, 

Alone, at midnight's silent hour! 
Art thou of earthy or from above — 

Thy form bespeaks angelic power. 

Or hath these wilds a claim for thee 

To vent the tears of poignant grief; 
Or touch the elegaic chords. 

To grant a sweet, but short, relief. 

Dare Melancholy's pallid cheek 

Usurp the roseate bloom of thine! 
Are charms like these thus hapless doomed 

In scenes of solicude to pine! 

Ah! deign to tell, angelic maid! 

What woes thy bosom can annoy; 
Relate to me what fatal cause 

Bereaves thee of thy youthful joy." 

She paused-x-she sighed— her lips expressed 

A willing motion to reply; 
But not an accent from them scaped*- 

She slow and silent glided by. 
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12 BRACKLIN BRIDGE. 

With steady step the bridge she crossed; 

Still verging to the western part; 
Then, stopping, heaved a sigh that seemed 

To rend her young and tender heart* 

Then instantly the azure sky 

Was changed to clouds of darkest hue^ 

And sable night, of blackest dye. 
Replaced the clear ethereal blue; 

The thunder roared with dreadful din. 
The rocks, attentive, loud replied; 

The lightnings flew, with awful flash. 
Athwart the dark and dreary void; 

Bright meteors, glancing through the air, 
Illumed with grandeur all' the scene; 

The trees, with verdure crowned before. 
Now rolled a sheet of living sheen. 

The gentle maid could not withstand 
The elements' united force; 

But on the ground extended lay, 

And looked a pale and breathless corse. 

Fixed to the trembling ground I stood, 
Despair appalled on every side ; 

Each dreadful moment fate appeared 
To lower upon the flaming tide. 
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An awful crash assailed my ears. 

The solid rocks wide open flew^ 
V^hen quick a wretched band appears^ 

Of gloomy night's ill &ted crew. 

Grim horror in their fiices reigned,.^ 

Their features, once the pride of moni» 
Rejected Virtue's heavenly dew. 

And withered to the sapless thom. 

The tender limbs that once had graced ! 

The artful smile and winning form, 
Now sunk by vicci and sore defaced. 

Could not support the wretched worm. 

A figure grim of features wild. 

With dismal looks^ and heaving breast} 
In horrid grinS| and shapeless form, - 

She far excelled the meager rest. 

In her trembling withered hand, 

A serpent twisted round a rod. 
Whose matchless skill had power to charm, 

The miser from his glittering god. 

Then with a hoarse and trem'lous voice. 

She heaved out these discordant words^ 
Thrice louder than the jarring noise. 

That raging billows' force affords:-.- 
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14 BRACKLIN BRIDGE* 

*^ How long the highest sway IVe borne ; 

How many pests IVe nobly braved; 
How many youths I've led astray. 

Who from my grasp will ne^er be saved. 

From Virtue's fiower IVe nipt the bud, 
And foiled the purest, chastest heart; 

But here is one hath long withstood 
The fatal wiles of all my art. 

How oft IVe tried, with potent spet^ 

In every most alluring form. 
To gain this gentle virgin's will; 

But all my schemes were marked with scorn. 

In vain were all my powers combined ; 

My deepest charms I spent in vain; 
No powers could turn her stubborn mind; 

Her heart no charms could ever gain. 

Now stretched upon the ground she lies,. 

And now the world she must resign; 
Her hours shall pass in endless sighs, 

Her heart in anguish ever pine. 

Her doom is fixed, her glass is run, 
Her hopes on earth are ever fled; 

The clue of life is not yet spun, 
]3ut Fate bath broke its brittle thread* 
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BRACKLIN BRIDGE. 15 

No more will former joys lavite; 

Nor Virtue near her ever dwell; 
But, veiled ia everlasting nighty 

Shall pine within her gloomy cell. 

The dismal groans of ruined fame ' 

Shall break her lonely midnight rest ; 
And never shall insatiate Pain 

Be rooted from her scornfUl breast, 

Tilli prest with direst pangs of woe, 

She> trembling, will my care entreat; 
And trample Virtue, Vice's foe, 

For ever 'neath her gentle feet* 

Then shall I, with triumphant pride, 

Proclaim her leader of my band; 
Her lovely face will soon decoy 

The noblest youths of all the land. 

Now all my griefs are at an end. 

Blest be the ever sacred hour, 
And cursed be the dastard fiend 

Who'd snatch this treasure from my power/' 

Thrive round her head she waved her rod, 

** Quick to your posts — away— begone! 
And tremble at my high command. 

Go, wretches! and the deed is done. 



Digitized 



by Google 



16 BRACKLIN BBIDO£# 

If you should in my purpose fail^ 
A dreadful doom shall on you wait; 

You ever will with grief bewail 
And curse the rigour of your fate. 

The stifHing smoke of sulphur's flame 
Shall gall your everlasting thirst; 

And dreadful scorpions' deathless sting 
Shall on you venom ever burst.** 

From out the spot they could not move; 

Their haggard limbs denied their aid; 
Such woeful statues never were 

Pourtrayed to man or gentle maid* 

That skeleton of blasted pride^ 
Whom arrogance could not deny, 

A monument of horror stood. 
With fury frozen in her eye. 
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BRACKLIN BRIDGE. 



CANTO SECOND. 



As one, who, in the drowning tide/ 
Is rescued from death's cruel stroke, 

AYose the sad dejected maid, 

And leaned her arm against a rock. 

Pale as the snow appeared her cheek, 
Where roseate lustre shed its glow; 

Her locks, in graceful ringlets hung, 
Now in disheveled tresses flow ; 

Her eyes, the freshest violets* gloss^ 
Were dimmed with sorrow's briny dew; 

Her lips, bedewed with frequent sighs* ^ 
Eclipsed the coral's brightest Jhue. 
C 
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18 BRACKLIN BRIDGE. 

To hear the piteous ^ighs she gave, 

'Twould touch the hardest human heart; 

To see her try the storm to brave, 
To feeling minds 'twould grief impart. 

'^ Ah ! where am 1 ! — ^what mean these forms. 
Replete with horror's dire alarms ! 

Ye Powers above! who guide mankind! 
Oh ! save me with your guardian arms.^ 

Her fervent words accepted were, 
By Him who sits supreme on high ; 

A trumpet sounding from a&r, 
Proclaimed some guardian angel nigh. 

Ad swift as lightning lightnings ceased ; 

The sky serenity resumed ; 
The winds becalmed, — ^the stream was clear ;- 

The trees in former beauty bloom ed» 

A brighter sky than gold of Ind, 
Or blazing sun at noonday fair; 

A car of bright transparent red 
High floated in the ambient air. 

A lovely band, with flow'ry wreathes 

And roses strewed the moistened ground; 

And gales of aromatic sweets 
Ambrosial fragrance breathed around. 
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The car soon left the golden 8ky, 

And gliding throngh the air serene. 
Its tinge assumed the saffron dye. 

Adorned with spots of brilliant green. 

As fleet as thought, above my head, 

I saw a grand celestial scene; 
A chariot drawn by doves appeared^ 

A heavenly ange) sat within. 

But who can paiat or e*er describe 

The finished traits her face displayed, 
Even imagination's highest flight 

Could scarcely boast a conquest made. 

The Muses round her softly sung 

A hymn of praise with music sweet; 
While hill, and vale, and air, repaid 

The honors of the glorious treat. 

Her hand an ivory sceptre waved, — 

Hushed momently was every breath; 
The rushing water's course was stayed; 

And all was still as silent death. 

With noble air and high command, 

She raised her clear harmonious voice, 
And thus addressed the wretched band, 

With tears of pity in her eyes:— 
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20 BRACKLIN BBIDGE. 

<< Oixt daughters sad of fatal Vice! 

Oh! wretched train! of heaven denied; 
You scorned the maxims of the wise, . 

And all the laws of heaven defied. 

The soothing counsels from above. 
To you, alas! in vain were sent; 

A mother's tears, a father's love. 
Have urged you ofVen to repent. 

But what availed the tears of woe 
That from a mother's breast were shed 

Or what availed the deadly sting 
That in a father^s bosom sped; 

Although you saw them quickly bend^ 
With tears of sorrow, to the grave. 

You never tried one fault to mend. 
Kor spent one eifort them to save. 

Those hours that were by heaven ordained 
To soothe the souls of guilty man. 

You spent in revels lewd and wild, 
Until the morn began to dawn. 

Too many youths you led astray, 
And poisoned with your noxious breath ; 

You hurled them on Destruction's way, 
Aftd brought them to a shameful death; 
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A thousand more of deadly fame; 

Thoughts stamped with deeds of blackest dye; 
And horrid crimesi idiicb» but to name 

Would rend the regions of the sky. 

How far unlike my children fair ! 

Behold wbat waits the virtuous mind.** 
Her lovely offspring fill the air, 

And bend with hearts to her consigned. 

''Oh! had you spent your lives like them. 

You would not thus in pain repine; 
Nor ever could have cause to mourn 

The honors paid to Vice^s shrine. 

You never dreamed what poison lurked 

Within the bosom of your foe; 
But, lulled in pleasure's passing dream^ 

You gave yourselves to endless woe. 

The cries of Nature you withstood. 

And wandered far from Reason's path; 
Drenched deep in dissipation's flood. 

You thus provoked high Heaven's wrath. 

Amid these vain delusive charms 

You hurried on your mad career, 
And sunk at last in death's cold arms. 

With all the pangs of guilty fear. 
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22 BBACKLIN BRIDGE* 

No hope is from the silent tomb; 

But faith on earth, sincere and true. 
Nonr hear your everlasting doom. 

What Heaven awards to such as you. :— . 

Pent up in dark and dismal cells. 
Where summer's sun shall never smiie^ 

Where silent sorrow ever dwells 
In gloomy horror's dismal aisle ; 

The gnawing viper, wan Despair, 
Shall on you gorge, a sweet rapast; 

And noxious vapours, stiffling air 
Shall freely spend its poisoned blast ;^ 

Secluded ever from the sight 

Of wretches doomed to share your pain,. 
Within each dark and dreary cell 

Eternal solitude shall reign. 

Such is high Heaven's supreme decree, 
The will of Him who reigns on high : 

Your fates can never altered be,— 
Then to your dungeons quickly fly." 

With horrid shrieks they rend the air, 

Into the dismal gulph elope ; 
Whose ponderous jaws were quickly closed, 

With grating sound, ne'er more to ope. 
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BRACKLIK BRIDOE. 23 

The Angel then, with awful yoice, 

And mien that spoke her dreadful ire. 
Condemned the dastard demon Vice^ 

To pains of everlasting fire :-«• 

^* The scorching Barnes you have prepared, 

For your deluded wretched train^ 
With tenfold fury they shall burn 

And rack your soul with endless pain* 

You tried to gain this lovely maid. 

With every gay deceitful art ; — 
She'll gaily Vith unabating pride. 

Your tortured breast, and burning heart. 

Away ! — ^I cannot bear to see 

Thy withered limbs, thy meager face ; 
Hence to the shades, — Und never dare 

With horror haunt this sacred place.*' 

She gave a loud and dreadful yell, 

That made the solid rocks to groan ; 
And sunk into her burning cell, 

With visage wild, and piteous moan. 
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BRACKLIN BRIDGE. 



CANTO THIRD. 



The Angel left her goldea throne, 
With aspect mild, and joyful eye, 

As smiles the mild autumnal sun 
With splendor through the evening sky. 

With transport to her graceful breast, 
Which heaved with boundless ecstasy, 

The trembling maid she closely prest, 
And bathed her cheeks with tears of joy. 

Red borrowed from the evening sky, 
The sparkling dew of bliss imbued; 

In every feature former grace 

With beauty's richest tints renewed. 
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^ My purest gem/' die angel cried, 

^* My fairest hope on transient earth. 
Reign ever in my ravished breast— 

Tis thine— the place that gave thee birth. 

My daughter fiiir, of heaven beloved. 

What tortures stung thy gentle breast! 
But faithful to my cause you*ve proved, 

And novr jTOu aw ^ ever blest. 

For you the pleasant task's assigned, 

To reign on earth at Yirtue^s queen; 
And from the fatal paths of Vice, 

Tlie wavering human steps to ween. 

A pleasant bower for you is built, 

Upon the verdant banks of Teith ; 
There gentle gales, by flowers perfumed, 

Will round you fragrance ever breathe. 



And when your earthly task is^o'er, 
You will exalted be on high. 

And gladly leave your happy bower, 
To shine a star in yonder sky.'* 

Then straight upon her graceful head, 
She put a crown of purest gold, 

And to her train with rapture cried, 
** My ever darling child behold!" 
D 
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26 BRACKLIN BRIDGE. 

With that the hills with joy reboundt» 
And echo Virtue> Virtue's child; 

The passing gale received the sound. 
And bore it through the desart wild. 

The Muses, then, with rapture sung, 
And with them joined a heavenly choir; 

To melody so sweet, difine, 
Ko mortal ever could aspire^ 

The Angel waved her scsptered hand» 
When hushed again was every sound; 

To them she gave some high ccnnmand; 
To me, then, quickly turned around :— « 

** Enchanted youth ! whoe'er thou art. 
That witnesseth this awful scene. 

Unto the sons of guilty man, 

Go quick impart. what you have seen. 

Pronounce to them the dreadful doom, 
That waits upon the sons of Vice; 

Explain to them the dismal gloom, 
That ever must surroupd their eyt», 

Oht tell them to invoke my name. 
And shun the smiles of Vice's reign. 

For if they once provoke my wrath, 

'Tis shame, 'tis death; and endless pain.'* 
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BRACKLIN BRIDGE. 27 



While thus she spoke, the airy race 
Evanished quickly from my sight ; 

And all that in the place appeared. 
Was Virtue's Queen, and Angel bright. 

Then turning to the gentle maid: — 
" My lovely child, now follow me ; 

I'll lead you to the pleasant shade,-^ 
There empress you shall ever be* 

No more thy heart with fear will beat, 
Nor Vice thy purest mind annoy; 

ni watch around thy heavenly seat, 
And fill thy breast with endless joy." 

Then having said, they bent their- way, 
And glided on with heavenly grace; 

I started too that I might see 
The beauties that adorned the place. 

They nimbly moved, — I hurried on. 
With ardent zeal, to cross the stream; 

But from the bridge I headlong fell, 
And quickly wakened from my dream. 

• I started up, with wond'ring eye ; 
Nor maid nor Angel could I see; 
The night was changed to clearest day, 
The shining moon to sun's bright ray. 
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28 BRACKLIN BRIDGE. 

In rain I seacch6d each place arouad. 

To find the sweet enchanting bower ; 
But never yet the spot IVe found. 
Nor seen the maiden from that hour* 

But should some Angel kindly tell 
Where I may find the blest retreat^ 

Again 1*11 strike the magic lyre> 
And every secret thought relate. 



NOTE. 

1. Bracklin Bridgb lies about a mile 
K E. of Callander, and is remarkable for the 
grand romantic scenery that surround it. 
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This memorable battle was fought on the 21st of July, A.D. 
1388. The Scots having spoiled the wealthy county of Durham, 
were returning home, loaded with booty. Their commanders, 
being nobly descended, emulous of glory, and elevated with their 
present success, deemed it inglorious to strike terror into rustics 
only; marched directly to Newcastle, and, threatening to besiege 
it| endeavoured, by contumely, to draw out the enemy; 

With some light skirmishes, attended with various success, 
two days elapsed. Towards the evening of the last day, a duel 
commenced between the two leaders, Douglas and Percy, in 
which the latter was worsted at the first onset. Next day they 
moved slowly on to Otterborn. The following day was employed 
in besieging the castle; the battle commenced at sunset, and 
continued till the following evening. 

Of the English, 184^ were killed, about 1000 wounded, and 
104^0 taken prisoners, among whom were P£Rcy, and Ralph, 
his son. Of the Scots, 100 were killed, and 200 taken prisoners. 
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DOUGLAS AND PERCY. 



PART FIRST. 



I SING of deeds, in days of old. 
By Caledonia's sons atchieved; 

A Douglas shall these lines unfold. 
Who all his country*s woes relieved, 

Douglas, a name for ever dear 
To Scotia's bold intrepid race; 

Douglas, the hero of the spear, 
The wielder of the mighty mace. 

His heart was pure as virgin gold, 
A victor's mercy was his shield; 

In battle's rage a lion bold, 

A lamb upon the conquered field. 
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32 DOUGLAS AND PERCY. 

The virtues that adorned his heart, 

The mighty strength that marked his mien, 

Impartial truth can ne'er impart, 
Nor morta]s e*er display again. 

Of Anglta's heroes Percy was, 
A stem of glory's fmrest flower; 

A hero in his .country's cause, 
A wealthy lord of mighty power. 

In wealth, in honour's sphere he shined, 
A match for all in martial glory ; 

But weaker both in strength and mind, 
To him who swells this ancient story. 

Bernicia saw them boldly meet, 
Encircled with immortal bays, 

To valour*s breast a noble treat, 
A matchless theme to future days. 

^ But scarcely was th* encounter made, 

When Percy from his horse was thrown; 
And had his friends denied their aid, 
To unknown regions he had gone. 

The conquering Douglas won his spear. 
He raised it high, and loudly cried:— 

** To Scotland I'll this trophy bear, 
To grace my country's martial pride." 
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DOUGLAS AND PERCY. 33 

Next day the Scottish army moved, 

With booty load they slowly came. 
Where they their matchless valour proved. 

And crowned th^ir deeds with deathless fane* 

And as their prey moved slowly on, 

A neighbouring castle they attacked ; 
There soon the laurel wreathe they wo*^ 

And Pontelan they quickly sacked. 

To Otterborn they onward marched, 

Encamping on that field of fiime 
Where DouaLAs, in the «ms of Fate, 

Heaped honours on his country's name* 

His camp he quickly fortified— «^ 

A marsh composed the strongest part; 
A hill its timely service lent; 

The rest was fortified by art. 

Within, he had a noble few. 

Inured to long incessant toj}, 
Whose spirit, steel could ne*er subdue. 

Nor numerous foes their courage foil. 

There, firmly he resolved to wait, s 

And quell his rival's proud disdain; 
Who vowed with boasting, loud andgreat^ 

To have his faithless spear ag^in. 
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34 DOUGLAS AND FEBCT. 

Meanwhile, the English hasted on. 
With vaunting P«bcy at their head} 

Determined soon his spear to winfi 
Or, silent lie in honour's bed. 

*Twa8 summer :-^the auspicious sun 
With beauty shed its parting raj^. 

When that ensanguined fight began. 
Which ended great to Scotia's praise. 

The English soon appeared in sight. 
With double force and spirits high; 

They bounded forward to the fight^ 
With hopes of instant victory. 

The Scots with constant toil fatigued, 
Some had to Morpheus' closet hied; 

And others, roused by Nature's call, 
Their craving appetites supplied. 

'To anml'^To armsl-^wna sounded loud; 

A strange confusion then prevailed; 
For ere they dould in arms appear. 

Their camp, the foe had fierce assailed. 

The servants, and a part of foot. 
Assisted by their fortress weak, 

Wltli bravery kept the English out, 
And little progress they could make. 
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The horse and foot were quickly armed; 

And, though they were fatigued and tilled. 
Their bosoms were with glwy warmed. 

Their hearts with wonted courage ficed. 

• 
Around the hiH the horsemen flew. 

And fiercely charged theni in the flank; 

With frightful din» and strength of arms> 

They quickly thinned the English rank. 

The battle at the cainp was slacked; 

The foot drew up in fair arhiy; 
And with undaunted courage kept 

Their numerous enemies at bay. 

But, haying got a firesh supply, 

Their ranks were soon restored again ;-~ 
Exulting shouts from either side 

Bade war with boundless fury rtigQ. 

Each army fought with desperate tnight; 

The English strove to raise their fame, 
And gain what they had liEitely lost;— • 

The Scots, to prove their valiant name. 

Tremendous was the din of arms, 

Re-echoing Cheviots rent the air ; 
And Carnage, on his fleetest steed, 

Traversed the plain with ghastly stare. 
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No dark ingredients' subtle flash. 
Sent Death's dark poison to the brave; 

But brandished steel's horrific gleam 
Made cowards shudder at the grave* 

No recreant knave in ambush lurked. 
To lay the pride of battle low; 

But steed by steed, and man by mani 
Must yield a victim to his foe* 

The night appeared as fair as day. 
And awful-splendid was the scenes 

The moon was clad in bright array; 
Their armour shone in silvered sheen, 

But suddenly she wmged her 0ight, 
And darkness spread her mantling veil^ 

Which gave to both a short respite^ 
As friend from foe they could not telL 

She scarcely had diffused her light 
With splendor from the clouded sky, 

When they renewed the bloody fight. 
With vigour fresh and spirits high. 

The English made a fierce attack, 
With great effect and bravery;— 

They drove thd Scottish army back, 
And instant seemed their victory. 



Digilized 



by Google 



DOUGLAS AND PERCY. 37 

But what could quench the kindling flamey] 

Which blazing sped on Douglas' facet 
The gloom of death, the bursts of fame, 

Sat broodini^ o'er his joigbty mace* 

With his intrepid wing he rushed 

With fury to the stormy front; ■ ; < 

And there, regardless of his fate, 

He firmly stood the English brunt. 

He dealt destruction all around. 

And struck with fear the vaunting foe; 
The bravest of them grasped the ground^ 

And death attended every blow. 

The Hbpburns, with the other wing. 

The gallant father and the son. 
With equal fury forward spring, 

And 'gainst their foes with ardour run. 

These three undaunted heroes brave, 

Like rocks, repelled the foaming tide; 
And freely risked their lives to save 

Their honor, and their country's pride* 

Their timely valour quickly proved 

A prelude to the grand attack; 
They gained the ground they lately lost, 

And drove the English farther back. 
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But Douglas, not content with that. 
Attended by his kinsman dear. 

And with him, bold undaunted Ha rt. 
With fury winged their mad career. 

For nought could check or e*er dismay 
The fiery ardour of hh soul. 

Nor numVous foes obstruct the way 
That 1^ him on to glory's goal. 

Within his bosom's deepest core. 
The image of his country lay, 

Impressed on honor's sacred roll, 
And warmed by valour's ardent ray. 

With eagle eye he thoughUess sped 

Into the centre of the foe; 
And there, before he nobly bled, 

He laid the proudest of them low. 

•* Percy, come on !** he loudly cried. 
And raised his conqVing mace on high; 

^' I'll check thy bold impetuous pride; 
I'll have thy life, or quickly die." 

And death was in that fatal word|—- 
Already streamed the crimson dye% 

Overpowering numbers hardly pressed, 
And many breached the parting 8igh« 
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At last he got a mortal wound, 

And| fainting with the dreadful smarts 
He kissed the gory trembling ground. 

And lay aside the valiant Hart; 

His kinstnan then, with valour's arm, 

And shield, a bold reliance made; 
He guarded him from further harm 

Until his friends could lend their aid. 

Brave Lindsay and the Sinclairs true, 
Three heroes crowned with lasting fame, 

Whose hearts were formed in glory's mould, 
With speed to his assistance came. 

Their leader's low resistless form 

Of pouring foes they quickly rid; 
Then stooping to his crimson bed, 

They kindly asked him, « How he did/' 

** Pm well," the dying Douolas said; 

" I bend with pleasure to the grave; 
My life for you a ransom's made, 

As my forefathers freely gave. 

For what is transient fleeting breath, 

When spent in sloth and cowardice! 
The cowavd-shudders oft at death; 

The sluggard yawns with tasteless ease. 
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While here in glor/s bed I lie,^ 
• No empty terrors pierce my breast; 
1, smiling for my oouatry^ die; 
To save your lives I freely rest. 

I have but three requests to make 
Before I shut these glimmering ejres; 

Oh! do them for your leader's sake, 
Your country's honor loudly cries:— 

The first, that you conceal my death 
From every friend and every foe; 

And though Tve shed my final breathy 
I still may strike the fatal blow. 

Then, secondly, while life shall gloiff 
And as you hope to gain reoown» 

With spirits brave you'll not allow 
My standard to be beaten dowa. 

The last request I have to make, 
Is, that you will avenge my losB; 

And, for my valiant father's sake. 
With him entomb me at Melrose. 

These are your bleeding warrior's words; 

The last requesU he e'er shall make ; 
The parting smile that death affords-^ 

Whicbi if you do, I wiU partake* 
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Then fare ye well, my heroes brave! 

My couDtry, and her dauntless sons! 
Long may their standard freely wave^ 

And brave the path that glory shuns I'* 

The rising sun brolce through the sky, 
And shone with bright meridian pride» 

When DouoLAS shed his parting ray; 
In glory bright he smiling died^ 

Thus Douglas fell-.»a braver son 
The wilds of Scotia never bore; 

With honor*s wing the palm he wou. 
Which valor kept for him in storeu 

His friends a tear then freely sbed^ 
Due to his worth and noble end; 

Then over him a mantle spread. 
Which hid him both from foe and frieni}* 

That done, their voice they loudly strain^ 
A Douglas swelling in the sky; 

Vibrated Douglas twice again,-^ 
A Douglas thrice the hills reply. 

The Scots with powerful courage dushedf 

To hear the sound of danger nigh, 

With sweeping torrent forward rusbed» 

To save their leader, or to die. . 
F 



Digitized 



by Google 



42 DOUGLAS AND PERCT* 

With them the gallant Murray came, 

Victorious in another part; 
At Honor's call, at Douglas' name, 

He bounded forth with Teng^ui heart* 

Then did the Scottish heroes shew 
The path that led to vict'rj nigh ; 

They gave their foes a dreadfiil bbw. 
And forced them quickly back to fly. 

They Pebct's son a prisoner made, 
His wounds were marked with valor's stamp ; 

They due attention to him paid. 
And sent him safely to the camp. 

Amid the battle's raging storm. 
The vaunting father shared his fate ; 

His haughty mien, bis empty scorn. 
Were humbled to the lowest state. 

When they had thus their leader lost, 
Thw hearts grew dull as sable night, 

instead of vict'ry's certain boast. 
They took them to a speedy flight. 

The hardy Scots with speed pursned, 

And many a hero lowly laid; 
The vanquished oft for mercy sued. 

And numVous imre the pris'nars made. 
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Thiui ended Uiat tremendous fight. 

Won by a bold courageous few. 
Who, rather than inglorious flight, 

The last drop of their blood would strew. 

Their noble herd's first request 

Was proved by caution*s guardian shield; 
The second was by valor's test^ 

And silent Douglas won the field. 

But who can paint the poignant grief 

That reigiied throughout bis heroes great; 
At first to truth their ears were deaf; 

But soon they learned his certain fate. 

For when they saw his mangled form ^ 

Extended on th' ensanguined ground, 
Then burst the short suspended storm ; 

They stood in tears of sorrow drowned. 

They deeply wailed his timeless loss, 
And mourned their vict'ry, dearly bought ; 

The mighty triumph o'er their foes 
To Douglas* death they counted nought. 

And well might they recant his worth. 

And every vein of sorrow strain ; 
For ne'er a leader led them forth, 

So just, so valiant, so humane. 



Digitized 



by Google 



The Bishop of Durham} comiQg late to Newcastle, not being 
able to overtake Percy; and thinking he would not engage till 
the next day, made a halt to refresh his men, and then renewed 
his march. But he had not gone far from the town till he was 
informed of the loss of the day. He returned and advised with 
his friends concerning the following of the Scots: the resolution 
was, that about sun rising they should all be in araas. Accord- 
ingly there were in the morning ten thousand horse, besides a 
promiscuous multitude of foot, firom all places adjacent. But aa 
the English had to fight over the dead bodies of their country- 
men, and struck with the terrible noise of the enemy's trumpets, 
multiplied by the repercussion and echo of the neighbouring 
liills, which represented a greater force than they really were; 
and having no skillful commanders over so tumultuary a body, 
nor the commander confiding much in such a raw soldiery, they 
turned their colours, and marched back as they came* 

Accordingly, the Scots got home in safety.— With regard 
to their prisoners, Ralph Percy, who was much wounded, 
was sent to Newcastle, on promise that, as soon as he was able 
to ride, he would wait on the Earl of Murray, where he pleas-* 
ed to appoint. Six hundred men were released on the same 
terms; many of the common soldiers were dismissed gratis; of 
the nobler sort almost 400 were detained, carried into Scotland, 
and ransomed according to demand ; among whom was Percy, 
who survived the |)attle many years in great glory and splen- 
dor. 
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PART SECOND. 



The cloudless evening star proclaimed 
That hard contested battle o'er; 

And chiefs, for deeds of glory famed. 
Lay gasping on the field of gore. 

The eye distilled the glistening tear. 
The heart discharged the sigh of woe 

For him who ne'er would raise the spear. 
But silent lay extended low, 

A Murray now demands my theme, 
No common praise his deeds demand; 

Unfading honor crowns his name, 
A hero for his native land. 
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A num'rous force, by Durham led. 
To Percy's md they boldly came, 

And forward through Bernicia sped» 
Their breasts replete with future fame. 

But soon they learned from those who fled, 
How many of their friends were slain ; 

That Percy was a captive made, 
And all attempts would be ia vidn. 

Although in numbers strength they were 
Thrice match for Scotia's dauntless few. 

Yet weak in war, unskilled in arms, 
Unable valor to subdue. 

Instead of marching boldly on, 
Their captive leader to relieve. 

Or try the field of fame to win, 
Their country's honor toretfi ev^, 

They backward to Bernicia hied, 
And there a council held with speed ; 

Resolved to strike a &tal blow ; 
The following was by all agreed ;-« 

That they'd attack their wearied foes 
As soon as morning broke th)s sky ^ 

They'd find tliem all in calm repose. 
On conquest sure they mi^ght rely ; 
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Well might they threat, but threats were ¥aiii| 

And vainer was their empty source ; 
For Scotia*s arms they could not stain. 

With such an undisciplined force. 

Their country's future welfare lay 

In scornful threats and empty words; 
The Scotsmen's in their bosoms lay. 

And beamed upon their naked swords. 

Brave Murray, bearing of their plan, 

Resolved to wait the coming blow; 
With diligence he quickly 'gan 

To guard against the numerous foe. 

With courage he inspired his men, 

And fired with valor evefy breast; 
Exhorting them the stream to stem, 

And soon they would from labour rest. 

" My countrymen!'* he smiling said, 

*^ Brave Scotia's sona! the hour is nigh 
When Doi^GLAs' death shall be repaid ; 

Or, let us with him, nobly lie. 

The star of fame beams on our spears; 

Our shields are bright with glory's ray. 
Our breasts are filled with sorrow's gloom, 

But fear can ne'er our hearts dismay* 
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Our country *s honor loudly cri^, 
And Douglas, mingUag with the clay ; 

Then shall we all these sacrifice ? 
No ! let us die, or win the day. 

We wait an undisciplined foe^ 
A rabble raw, and prone to fear ; 

And i( we all our voices strain, . 
We'll conquer them without a spear. 

Whene'er our numerous foes appear. 
Let every man his trumpet sound ; 

The thunder will appal their hearts, 
And terror make them wheel around. 

Shall future ages stigmatize 
With cowardice our conq'ring arms? 

Shall peasantry in armour rise, 
And vet*rans fill with fi»lse alarms?. 

No! — ^let us, like sons of Scotia's soil, 
Ne*er shun the test of.honour's hour; 

Let conquest on us brightly shine. 
Or death's dark mantle freely lower." 

On him the eyes of all were fixed ; 

Their mighty warrior being slain. 
They firmly were resolved to stand, • 

Their country's honor to maintain. 
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The trees they out down that were near. 
Which strengthened them on either side; 

A marsh preserved them in the rear^ 
From the approaching swelling tide. 

With cords they bound their prisoners fast. 
And, though their friends would gain the day, 

They promised, by a solemn oath, 
To yield themselves to Scotia's sway. 

Soon as the joy of mom amse, 

Unclouded, from die boundless void, 
Joy in the English hearts arose ; 

Their breasts were filled with boundless pride. 

Exultingly they forward marched. 

Intent upon their noble prey; 
And dreamed of nought but victory 

Would crown the labours of the day. 

As soon as they appeared in sight, 

The Scots, with usual valor fired, 
Their noisy trumpets loudly blew, 

Which had the strong effect desired. 

Re-echoing Cheviots* thundering roar 

An army brought in every peal: — 
Surrounded thus by airy foes, 

They were obliged around to wheel. 
G 
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And baek again they quicker wenty 

Although they came with wond'rous speed; 

And dared not once presume to turn. 
Their eyes on shallow fear to feed* 

Thus cowardice shall shun the main, 
And dread a storm in every gale; 

And gliding in the rocky shelves. 
Shall founder, or the voyi^e fail. 

But valor shall the tempest brave, 
And stem the ocean's swelling tide; 

Its beacon, Glory, shall his bark 
With safety to its haven guide. 

And, Otterbom! — ^thy tempest o'er. 
Thy beacon Fame shall ever be; 

And Otterborn, to Scotia's praise. 
Shall live through all posterity. 
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The genial flame of purest love. 

Was sent to soothe the human mind ; 
The spark deitcended from above, 

To spread its glow through all mankind. 
But when the lust of strong desire 

Inflames the hapless human heart. 
Oft fatal proves the raging fire, 

And forward youth have felt its smart. 
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A TALE. 



Fresh as the vernal drop, that decks 
The primrose of the mossy vale, 

And gentle as its lovely self. 
Enlivened by the summer gale, 

Fair Helen bloomed! — the pride of May! 

Within the bosom of a glen; 
Sequestered by a fragrant shade, 

And far retired from mortal ken. 

t 

No polished gem her bosom graced, 
Within, a brighter jewel lay; — 

Contentment ever was her friend, 

Her temper mild, her spirits gay: 



Digitized 



by Google 



54 HELEN AND HENRY. 

Her eye, the mirror of her kouI, 
Pourtrayed the clear ethereal bl^e; 

In every feature Virtue shone. 

Adorned with Nature's Hyeliest hue. 

If love, pure love, in human breast ' 
E'er reigned; fair Helen! 'twas in thine: 

If truth vain mortals ever claimed; 
Sweet Innocence! the claim was thine* 

Young Henry was as kind a swain 
As ever graced the heart of truth ; 

The brightest rays of summer sun 
Ne'er smiled upon a blytber youth. 

No splendid grandeur was his lot; 

His home no residence of shew ; 
He lived contented in a cot^ 

Beneath th^ mountain's rugged brow. 

From early life their hearts were knit, 
By friendship's fond endearing ties ; 

And genial love, in riper years, 
Their mutual hearte could not disguise* 

Although remote from rude mankind, 
Yet youth is prone to Vice's aims ; 

But heaven protects the virtuous mind, 
And blasts the villain's deepest schemes* 
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*TwBB la that rich time of the year. 

When Phcebus lends his golden smile ; 
Id Tariegated tints appear 

The luscious products of the soil. 

A sprightly lord of high degree, 

Renowned for deeds of martial glory, 
From foreign country came to see 

The wilds of Scotia, famed in story. 

Traversing o*er the Highland hills» 

Admiring Nature's varied strokes ; 
From where the crystal streamlet riJIs, 

To Trosachs wild stupendous rocks; 

Enamoured with the pleasant glen. 
He chanced to roam by Helen's bower;-*. 

He saw the beauty of its shade— 
The lovely, sweet, luxuriant flower. 

Transportingty he stedfast gazed; 
His eyes were feasted on the maid; 
. For, who could see, and not admire, 
The .glowing beauty she displayed! 

Attended by his retinue, 

He could not then to her disdose 
The subtle snare her charms had laid, 

To overoomcf his night's repose. 



Digitized 



by Google 



5B HELEN AND HENRY- 

No further charms had Scotia's sceoeSi 
Nor all that Nature could display ; 

Such tumult rushed through every vein- 
The charm in IIelbn's bo«om lay. 



He quickly homeward bent his way, • 
And thought, when far from her remote, 

Tl^e strong desire would dije away, • 
And all her charms would be forgot. 







But ah ! fond youth, he little knew 
The lasting wound of Cupid's dart ; 

How fatal is its deadly sting, 
When once it strikes the human heart. 

Three weary nights had scarce elapsed. 
When strange emotions pierced his breast ; 

For Love, with all her &tai wiles, 
Devised intrigues to break his rest. 

The artful Queen got her desire ; 

And» with her usual nimble speed, 
She set his kindling heart on fire, 

And he no further could [Mrooeed. 

His valet then he quickly called, 
And said, *' You must awhile delay; 

For tidings of importance urge, 
And make me here prolong my stay. 
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To 013 thou long hast faithfal pro?ed» 

I leave my suit in charge to thee; 
For I've a journey to perf«riii» 

And in it unattended be. 

My gayest dress go then prepare, 

And saddle qaick my nimblest steed; 
For twenty hours must take me hence; 

So I must go with quickest speed/' 

Away the valet scarce had gooe* 

When from his breast escaped a sigh; 
Such weakness he had never known,-^ 

But raging love who can defy i 

To heftven he raised his eyes, and satd^ 

<< I swear by valor's sacred urn^ 
1*11 gain the lovely diarmiog maid| 

Or I will never more return.'* 

Upon his sword he laid his hand^ 

And said, '' This trusty faithful steel 
Shall always be at my command. 

And guard its master's future weaL 

For. oil in battle's roughest tide. 

The ravest heart thou hast laid low; 
And, with a noblci matchless pttde, 

YouVe warded off the fatal blow, 
il 
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With such a friend I freely go» 

And every obstacle defy: 
I fear not strongest, direst foe; 

ril soon possess the naaid; or die!** 

Fate snatched the last word from his lips. 
And, smiling, oped his gloomy roll ; 

Then sealed on it the owner*s name, 
V^ch mortal power could not control* 

When full equipped, and mounted on 
His fiery, nimble-footed steed; 

He said, <* Farewell, Til soon return;" 
Then off he flew with fleetest speed* 

Swift o*er his destined course be spedp 
Like hawk intait upon its prey; 

He scarcely stopt, but bounded on,— <• 
His time admitted no delay* 

At length he made the nearest inn, 
To him it was a happy sight; 

There he took jup his last abode, 

And lonely was the lengthened night. 

He rose before the morning dawned. 
Impatience gentle rest denied; 

The fatal journey he began, 
With nimblest [face on foot he hied* 



Digitized 



by Google 



HELEN A^O HENRY. 59 

Provided with a woollen plaid, 

He patched it up with wond*rous skill, 
And dragged it on the sandy road, 

Until it looked extremely ilL 

He neatly fixed upon his chin 

A greasy beard, both long and rough ; 
His youthful eyes were hid beneath 

A hat and wig of coarsest stuiF. 

Thus, full disguised, he travelled on 

Till he had made the destined place, 
Then knocked gently at the door, 

With tremblihg limbs and piteous face; 

^* Oh! give me alms,'* he feebly said, 

** For I am old and very poor; 
Far have'I wandered from my way 

To crave a morsel at your door." 

'Twas Hblbn fair who made reply,-^ 

Then, with a bosom ever kind, 
She quickly brought him cheese and bread, 

And gave it with a willing mind. 

She had a heart that felt for woe ; 

For never did the hapless poor. 
Nor stranger, sad, unpitied go, 

Nor empty, from her frifsndly door. 
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" I thank you kiodly, gentle i 

May plenty on you ever flow ; 
May heaven shower blessings on your head^ 

And poorness may you never know. 

Have pity on my lengthened years^ 
And heaven will bless your friendly min4s 

Oh! lead me to the neighboring house^ 
For I am old and neariy blind^'^ 

With unsuspecting innocence 
The fair maid willingly complied. 

She never dreamed so coarse a dress 
Concealed a garb of stately pride. 

When they were distant from the iionse. 
And on the brink of Henrt*8 hut, 

He threw away his dull disguise, 

And brightly shined in glittering suit. 

He said, ** Fair maid! behold a yOnth 
Whose heart hath oflen sighed for thce^ 

Believe, fair maid! you hear the truths 
And O consexit to go with me.^ 

Fair Helen, struck with fear, replied, 

** Then know,.strange sir, whoe'er thou art, 

Thy love can never be repaid; 
Another claims this promised liefirt.'* 
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** Away ! it cannot, shall not be. 

My burning heart proclaims it so; 
You must coqsent to go witbjBe, 

Or I by force will make you go." 

8he screamed aloud, ber biobd congealed, 

She fell that instant to the ground ; 
His eyes in frantic wildness rolled, 

He looked with horror all around. 

Her Henrit heard the well known voice. 

And, girding on his trusty blade, 
Which scarcely done, with anxious n^ind 

Like lightning to the spot he fled. 

He said, *^ Vain youth, what means this strife-* 

Alas! I fear Tve come too late; 
Ah! hast thou ta*en my Helen's life-^j 

Prepare then soon to meet thy fate/' 

^' Dastard, ataunt! dare you presume 
To summon my unconquered steel !-i^ 

Begone ! for if but once unsheathed, 

* 

Its noble worth you'll quickly feel/' 

** What signifies your splendid dress, 

Or all the words you can devise ; 
YouVe robbed me of my dearest bliss,-^ 

Beholdi in death my Helen lies. 
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Then shall I, coward ! yield to thee,-— 
This blade that graced my father's arm, 

Which, dying, he bequeathed to me, 
I fear in it you'll find a charm. 

Oft has It won the bloody fray, 
Then shall it lose its ancient pride ! 

No,^-sooner will I grasp the clay, 
And smile in death by Helen's side." 

The lord, unused to such replies, 
They suited ill his farmer name, 

For he had done some noble deeds, 
And often swelled the lists of fame ; 

Kcplied, " Proud youth ! thy words forbear, 
And rush not on immediate death. 

Or soon you*]] be lilce her you mourn, 
Extended on the barren heath." 

** No more, — thy words are wings of Fate,— 
Although I should With HeLEn lie, 

I'll bravely ipatch thy haughty pride; 
I'll nobly conquer, or I'll die.** 

The last word hardly left his lips 
When they began the bloody ilght; 

Great fury in their bosoms sped. 

And long they fought with equal might. 
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The haughty lord, unconquered then, •« ^ ^ 

He never thought of future harm ; 
He little knew the equal skiU. •,i> ' 

The powerful strength of Hb^ry^s arm. 

In courage long ht stood his part» 

Until his arm begao to fail; 
Then Henry quickly pierced his heart, 

And to the ground he lifeless fell. 

(For who can match, or e'er subdue, 

The spirit brave of Scotia's race ! 
Intrepid valor's brightest hue 

Hath ever shone upon their face ; 

Long have they proved their valiant name, 

And been a terror to the world; 
Eclipsed the brightest star of fame, 

And Freedom's fairest flag unfurled. 

Historic truth they'll long adorn, 

And warm the breast that honor feeds ; 
And countless thousands, yet unborn. 

Will read with pride their matchless deeds.) 

Our hero then to Helen fled, 

And kissed the seeming lifeless maid ; 
And stedfast on her fixed his eyes,-— 

** Alas ! my Helen's gone," he said; 
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<< Oh! lovely Helen, raise thy eyes, 
And smile with love on me again ; 

Oh ! hear tliy dearest Hbnbts cries, 
And free my heart from endless pain/' 

At Henry*s voice she raised her eyes^ 
And life began to davm apace; 

« Ah! where am I," she faintly breathed^ 
The tears streamed down her lovely face; 

What transport shone in Henry's eye> 
When Helen's voice he heard again! 

He raised it high through bcondieSs voitl. 
And praised its glorious maker's name. 

He bore her from the bloody scene, 
And took her safely to her home. 

Where she was soon restiured again 
To wonted health and lovely bloom. 

Soon after that, the happy pair 

Were joined in wedlock's firmest tie; 

Long did they live, and joyful rear 
A lovely numerous progeny. 
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A FRAGMENT. 



O Edmokdstoit! be thine the lasting praise, 
Thy name applauded oft in future days; 
These Walks, memorials of thy skilful art» 
Demand the tribute of a grateful heart* 
Here, age for health in seasons due resort. 
And youth, to dedicate the hour to sport; 
Here, sheltering seats which wind can ne*er annoy. 
Umbrageous shades, retreats of love and joy; 
Where first the eye difiPused the spark of youth, 
Affection pure, sincerity and truth 
Have fanned the flame, until some happy day 
Breathed real delights, unfelt by lawless sway; 
Where Nature's maze invokes the studious mind^ 
And leads to meditation high refined. 
I 
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While round these Walks I kmelj inusing ttray,- 
What ¥aned grandeur Nature's irorb display ; 
These rude basaltes mortal never reared. 
But Nature'^ God, by man the least revered. 
Upon their hoary beads, the age of Time, 
Stand STRiLA^a turrets, ancient and sublime! 
Long have they braved Oppression's iron sway; 
Exalted been amid a world's decay. 
Their short*lived fetters only serve to name 
Their many dangers, and extol their fame- 
Propitious walls! regality's abode! 
Your massy pavements heroes oft have trod. 
Whose hardy hearts, firm as your central rock. 
Ne'er couched to slavery or a servile yoke; 
They lived to bid their country's sorrows die. 
And left a name to grace posterity. 

Far to the west what splendor fills the eye, — 
Ben-Lomond, mingling with the golden sky; 
Yon splendid orb, luxuriant to the view. 
Sinking, it tinges with resplendent hue 
The rugged wilds. — How dignified the scene! 
Its brighter lustre leaves the golden sheen; 
While countless myriads mark its gentle flight,*- 
The glorious vassals of departing light. 
Auriferous mists steal softly from the vale; 
Its parting smile autumnal fields bewail. 
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Aikl spangled £jtbet*« lich «nftbr«i<iered ftUeet, 
With !»ri)Iiant ciokniro reil k» lAom reftreat.f^ 
A thousand ciurtsuuiy tinged wUb criqusoa d)fe« 
Conceal die mighty monarch of the skfz-^ 
♦ * ♦ ♦ • He'fi^one* 
The wilds are left to meditate alone« 
Again he will refuJgently appear, 
And Bmila exuberant o*er the harvest year« 

But ne'er, MARiA^shsdl thy cheerful miie 
Awake thy Edmomd fro^ his gloomy aisle; , 
Thy breast again wkh love shall never bum; 
Thy loving Edmoxo never will return. 
And what although he should?— pah is thy cheek. 
Thy once bright eye, like yonder mountain, bleak. 
Once thou wert glad, thy heart profusely gay, 
Blefst with the smile of his endearii^ ray; 
OfVhave ye joyful inet, and wandered here. 
While Edmond's love hath melted in thy ear. — 
But, ah ! in vain we hope for bliss unknown, 
We dream of future joys, while Fortune's frown 
Makes all our airy charms to woes resign..— « 
This, Edmond, was thy lot! — Mahia, thine. 

He went to where yon chattering bird hath been; — 
How sad the parting hour! how dull the scene! 
These joyful shades then wore a solemn gloom, 
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And every whisper seemed to speak their doom. 
Thej felt a throb they never felt before-. 
One moment! — ^novr they part,— to meet no more! 
A sultry gale brought saffron's sickening dye^ 
Maria's image swelled his vacant eye:— 
' He grasped!— he felt not!— though he saw her charms; 
Yet sunk, expiring in the phantom's arms! 

Too soon, alas! she heard the tale of woe; 
Too soon her bosom heaved the deadly throe. 
Three moons these walks deserted by the gay. 
Around these rocks she bent her lonely way; 
These mourning shades have heard her melting fighs^ 
These solid rocks have whispered back replies. 
But ne'er her woes were heard by parents' ear. 
Their eyes ne^er dropt the sympathetic tear; 
Their hearts were steeled against the hapless youth 
For whom she mourned, and kept the vows of truth. 
One solemn eve she bade the world adieu; 
Her soul triumphant to her Edmond's flew. 
Tired of her earthly fbrm and melting throbs* 

Like yonder plain of her unfertile robes,-^-^ 
Beneath, a soil luxuriant as the vinf , 
More precious than the richest golden mine; 
Pemands Industry's long laborious hand. 
To charge the scene, and shew a fertile land, . 
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See yonder fields, Fertility's abode. 
Despoiled of their incumbrous sable load ; 
Where various crops in gay array appear, 
The blessings of this rich abundant year.-?- 
Even noir, luxuriant Nature spreads her veil, 
Its golden fringes quiver in the gale. 

Majestic Forth! how changed thy former pride; 
Thy once clear stream now flows a mossy tide. 
To many a distant shore, and foreign soil, 
Thou'st borne the works of many an hoqr of toil. 
Though dark's thy stream, thy shores with moss o'erspread, 
Thy latent banks in sable mantles cl^, 
Yet shall futurity with pride behold 
Thy waters clear, thy banks in robes of gold; 
And far*s the eye can tell unfertile plains. 
Shall tell tlie kingdom where luxuriance reigns^r— 
Already eastward winds thy course along. 
Through fertile meads.-r-See, where the jocund throng 
Are loth to quit the stalk and heavy sheaf, 
Pleased with the task — the mildness of the eve; 
Thy windings, Fo^tb! what stream can e*er excel- 
Still on thy native beauties would I dwell; 
But fear Description, in her highest sphere. 
Will never round Che splendid lab'rinth steer. — 
The mind must feel, the wondering eye behold, 
The gorgeous feast thy circling links unfold, 
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The OCHILLS, waving in the northern sky. 
Imbue with twilight gloom the azure dye; 
Night on their shores impends her mantling seid. 
And &Fther to the north they gently steal 

Now to the darkening east I cast my eyes, 

I feel an ardor in my breast arise; 

I see that ever-memorable field, 

Wliere Anglia once to Scotia had to yield. 

Bankoccburn { — enough :— diy glorious name 

Each hamlet knows^ each breast can tell thy fame* 

Although these ancient walls may all decay, 
These solid rocks dissolve to softest clay, 
And not a vestige scape Destruction's flood. 
To tell where Strila once in splendor stood; 
Yet thou shalt live, immortal Bruce I— thy name 
Shall grace the brightest rolls of deathless fame* 
Though now thou'rt gone, and mingled with the dust, 
Yet shall the living laurel grace thy bust; 
And ages, far unknown, with boldness say. 
In this cold bust, in this dull lump of clay, 
Behold a man to you for ever dear; 
Remember him, and drop the grateful tear: 
La^ge was his soul, his courage was as true; 
• He gained the palm of Liberty for you. — 
Dunfermline claims the relics of that form; 
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Oiice, Liberty^ thy seat; but dow the worm 
Hath dimmed the lustre of that brilliant eye. 
Whose sBigle glance made countless cravens fly.^-> 

But now the lofty Ochix^ls wmg their flight. 
And all around me breathe the air of night. 
That envious bell, dissdiving time away. 
With threatening peal demes my bnger stay;— 
Adieu, ye scenes! we'll meet another day. 
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A DIRGE. 



Let bards relate the glory of that daj, 
By Britain's dauntless sons so nobly won; 

Be mine the strain to sing, in mournful lay^ 
The fates of those whose race is nobly run* 

Drenched with our blood, Corruna^s shores received 
The heart of one they never can repay; 

Caledonia's stern eyes in tears are bathed; 
Her darling son now mingling with the clay. 

No splendid honors mark his just applause. 
But he shall live, to Fame for ever dear; 

He died with bravery, in Hispania*s cause,-— 
Too soon, alas! he closed his brave career. 
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Green be the cover of his lonely bed ! « . 
Ye gen'rous hearted Britons! should yovi e*er, 
With fond remembrance, view his lowly shed. 
Ah! do not fail to shed the heartfelt tear. 

Should e'er, Britannia! on thy favored isle 
The fatal steps of dire oppression tread, 
His spirit shall on Glory's summit smile, 
And lead thee on to Fame, or Freedom's bed.—- 

Yictorioos o'er their proud insulting foes. 
How many heroes left Vittoria'B fields * ' , , 
Now closely in the dust they lie with those 
Whom they with glory lately made to yield. 

Where transient monuments erect their heads, 
And war's vain trophies fill the verdant plain; 
There rest Britannia's sons in laurelled beds, 
The orphan's ruio, and the widow's bane* 

Who can reflect, unless with tearful eye. 
And wannest feelings, to their mem'ry due, 
Those ^ valiant heroes crowned with victory. 
Who bravely fought and fell at Waterloo. 

The sun that dawned pr9pitious on that day 
Made every British heart with ardour glow ; 
But ere its smile had left the western sky, 
How many brave and dauntless hearts were low! 
K 
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The flower of Britain withered in its bloonn 
Its seed was linking to the barren soil; 
But Vict'ry cheeked its near approaching dooni| 
And sowed it safelj in its native isle. 

Ambition fVowned, and, with a stem command. 
Consigned to gloomy fate her darling son; 
Then snatched the sceptre from his trembling hand. 
And banished him for ever from her throne. 

The Eagle's pride was levelled with the ground; 
Dimmed was the lustre of its brightest rays; 
And Galia, long for martial deeds renowned. 
Received a tarnish time can ne*er efface. 

Ob, dreadful war! thy sanguinary tide 
Hath swept away the pride of Britain's isle, 
And marked with DesoIatioa*s rapid stride 
The work of Europe's long incessant toil. 

Oh, cursed Ambition! dire destructive foe! 
The bloody standard long you have unfurled; 
But Albion's sons have laid your banner low; 
And Peace hath shewn her beacon to the world. 
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Hail! splendid pride of Scotia's ragged north 1 
Where every scene majestic is brought forth; . 
Hail, Callander! whene'er thy face I see> 
My breast is fraught with purest love to the^. 

Extatic joy my raptured bosom fills, 
While here I wander o'er thy highland hills; 
Upon their bleakest tops I'd sing thy praise^ 
And with thee gladly spend my future days. 

Thy village^ planted in a fertile vale^ 
And rural seats, adorn the pleasant dale; 
Where silver Teith serenely winds its stream, 
And splendid beauty decks the varied scen^* 
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Thy val]ie8 green in purest lakes abound* 
With verdant shrubs, and groves encircled round; 
Where murm'ring* streamlets pour their crystal rills, 
With rapid swiftness, from the neighbouring hills-. 

Across thy barren hills, with rocks o'erspread. 
In lonely huts a hardy race reside; 
Exposed to bitter blasts, both rude ai|d dire» 
And all the frowns of rigid winter's ire* 

Where breathes Contentment's ever*cheering gale^ 
And Industry, and blooming Health prevail; 
They live with pleasure in their lopely homes. 
As happy's those who live in stately domes. 

No spangled robes bedeck their graceful forma, 
Nor pampered luxury their board adorns; 
In home*spun garb, on frugal fare they feed, 
And spare a little to a stranger's need. * ' ' • 

Oft have their sond, with noble manly pride, ' 
And matchless courage, swelled the battle's tide; 
They Ve fought like heroes, — ^merited applause, — , 
And died, triumphant, itt their country's cause. 

Glenfimglass* rural shade, where hills surround 
A happy race, with sweetest blessings crowned; 
Whose peaceful Kves serenely glide away. 
Cheered with the smile of Plenty's gladdenmg ray. 
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Upon the verdant hills where heathers grow. 
And crystal streams in swift meanders flow, 
A numVoas flock demands their care, to save 
Prom foxes' gi'^P> and stormy winter's grave. 

Ben-Ledi, mingling with the azure sky, 
Exalts its head with awful majesty ; 
Smooth is its top, but rugged is its brow, 
Where chilling winter winds for ever blow. 

Beneath, f^ir Lubnaig spreads her argent sheets 
Enamelled Grandeur holds her sylvan seat; 
Here, fairies, famed for deeds in days of yore. 
Have planted round them beauty's richest store. 

The rugged Trosachs* rude romantic hue 
Appears with splendor to the traveler's view; 
Where Nature, raving in her wildest vein. 
Hath smiled majestic on her grandest scene, 

Thy many beauties, lavishly sublime, 
Reflect the pride of Caledonia's clime ;«-t- 
Dear to her sons,-— the stranger's wildest home,---** 
The land of heroes,— Freedom's stateliest dome. 
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KiKD, hospitable Glenfinglassians, hail! 
Oft to the stranger, wrapt in evening shade. 
Blest with the aid of some propitious gale. 
Your gen'rous hearts a kindly welcome made. 

Far from the busy scenes of life removed, 
Your days are spent in sweet content andl peace; 
Save whitn the fox, with artful guile endued, 
Makes dreadful havock 'moog your tender deece* 

No joy nor pleasure from the chace you find; 
But to preserve the flock each wish endears; 
No bad examples stain the youthful mind, 
They live to pheer you in your lengthened years* 
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Recluse within the boftom of the glen. 
Your happy homes in cheerful neatness lie; 
Screened from the eastern blast by Ledi^Ben, 
Whose lofty summit seems to reach the sky« 

Luxuriant Autumn brings you ample stores;— 
Your fields, though small^ are clad in rich array; 
Pure are the streams that dimple by your doors^ 
Whose rapid course in pleasing windings stray. 

Virtue's bright ray^ to mankind ever dear. 
Shines with effblgence on your daughters fair; 
Long may they flourish in their bright career! 
Free from the lure of vice, or villain*s snare. 

Ye happy firiendsi yeTural scenes^ adieu S 
Ye rude romantic wilds, a long farewelU 
Thy beauties oft my foosem will renew; 
And there thy pleasant scenes for ever direlK 
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To the memory of Two Ydung Girls, 

(SISTERS), 

WHO WSRB DROWNED IN THB T£ITH| NEAR D(mNE, IN 1817. 



Fair breathed the op*ning morn, all nature gay; 

The orient beams smiled mildly through the grey 

And clear expanse of bright ethereal sky; 

The tuneful lafk«t>roclaimed her joys on high; 

The birds sung sweetly on the verdant trees. 

And pleasant groves breathed back their native glees; 

The Teith with splendor rolled its gilded stream. 

And finished beauty formed the lively scene. 

But ah! how sad, how dreadful to relate! 

Behind the azure sky sat gloomy Fate; 

And to the limpid stream two hearts consigned.—- 

* * • * « ** * 

Ye joyful birds then sing a mournful lay 
For them who now lie mould'iing in the clay; 
Oa have you listened to their warbling throats, 
And tried to learn their sweet harmoiilous notes, 
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When« lightly tripping o'et the verdant heath. 
They've often spent for you their tuneful breath. . 
No more you*ll hear their voice, nor with them vie, 
For *neath yon verdant turf they silent lie. 
Ye ancient walls! remains of former pride, 
May ivy round your stately structure glide ! 
Green be its shade! and when the circling day 
Arrives, that saw thera mingled with the clay, 
May it assume a deeper brighter dye, 
And neighbouring groves be tinged with verdure high. 
And thou, O envious Teith! steal softly by 
The place where in thy bosom they did lie. 
And, struggling in the agonies of death, 
In thy clear stream resigned their fleeting breath. — 
Returning homeward from a mother dear. 
With hearts as fond as is the friendly tear 
That dims the eye, and lends its noble worthy 
To the fond breast which smiling gave them birth.. 
Ahl little did she think the tender sigh, 
The wishful look that darted from their eye, — 
Ah ! little did she dream the parting day 
Should wrap her daughters fair in coldest clay.<l- 
But what are all our transient joys on earth! 
What are'the smiles of hope, the scenes of mirth, 
That strike the vital spark with fond delight; 
Vain are their charms, and vain their boasted might. 
L 
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A little whSei— perhaps the moment's near 
When you and I must from these pleasures steer $ 
Explore the wide extent of thinnest sky, 
Leave earthly joys, and grasp eternity. 
As darts the vivid lightning through the sky. 
The darts of death with equal swiftness fly; 
Sudden they may pierce^ but certmn is their stroke. 
And aU must feel their strong electric shock* 
Oh| tender mother! Oh, relations dear! 
. Why throbs the heart, why flows the briny tear ; 
Think that a God of mercy reigns above, 
A Saviour, fraught with pure redeeming love. 
Then hope they*re gone to that celestial shore, 
Where deadly sin can ne'er approach them more) 
Where joy eternal sheds its brightest rays. 
And everlasting biles its charms displays* 
Oh ! may we live in faith and righteousness. 
And be jp^ade sharers of the promised bliss 
Which our ^Redeemer purchased for all 
Who on his blessed name would fervent calL 
Then 9houl4 death's summons sudden bid us %, 
Well cheer the sound, and gladly mount the sky; 
l^eceive our iMaker-s smile, and gladly cry, 
f Oh death,, where is thy stingj Oh grave^ rtiy vietorr !* 
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SpKK in deep sorrow on her noble throne, 

Caledonia sat lamenting for her son ;— « . 

** Oh! can the morning dawn as^naige my grief 1 

The shades of night e*er bring to me relief! 

In ages, distant shall I e*er denicry 

A match for him who claims that heart-fraught sigh ! 

Sent toconmiand the voice of deathless fame. 

Born on Parnassus' U^p^ he freely came, 

And sweetly sung on earth his native theme. 

Rich was his mind in native eloquence, 

l>eep was he versed in all the rules of sense; 

Rejoicing Nature heard his lively lays. 

O'er all the world she sounded loud his praise;-*- 

Bttt now, alas! he's shed his parting rays. 

Envenomed spoiler of the human heart. 

Relentless Death! with his resbtless dart. 

Tore from this heaving breast my darling son;— 

But he shall live in ages far unknown.^ 

Unmatched in song, he'll shine in every age, 

Refledmg truth from his inspiring page; 

Never can mortal skill again imparts 

Suc^ noble thoughts as breathed from his heart." 
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Wheee £arope*8 lieroes met in bright array. 
And bravely fought, to curb Ambition's sway; 
There rest Britannia's sons, of courage true, 
Entombed in robes of glory's finest hue* 
Itivetted in death's cold chains they mouldering He^ 
Lost to the world, but orowned with victory; 
O'er all the earth their noble deeds resound; 
O'er Europe's regions let them be renowned; 
Pour f<nrth eternalhonours on their heads. 
Lament, Britannia, o'er their honored beds, 
And freely drop the tear that mem'ry sheds. 
Install them in the brightest lists of £une; 
New honors heap, and all their deeds proclaims 



Digitized 



by Google 



SONGS. 



Digitized 



by Google 



Digitized 



by Google 



SONGS. 



FRIENDSHIP. 
Air— <' The FUmer o* DunUane."* 

Thb glasses are charged now, a song is requested; 

I'll gie ye sweet Friendship, the soother of woe; 
And may the dark villain be ever detested, 

Whu'd try to expel from our bosom its gidw* 
How dull would our lives be, how lanely and eerie, 

The miseries of life like a dduge wad flow; 
We might crave for our dwellings the desart sae drearie. 

If wanting sweet Friendship, the soother of woe« 

The gay smile of Fortune may cause us to wander 

Afar frae old friendship's enlivening abode; 
And riches may banish each feeling sae tender. 

And pride make us spurn at the path we have trod« 
Away with thy baubles, thou fawning deceiverl 

If still frae thy bosom such poison must flow; 
Thy flattering allurements O never will sever 

Our bosoms and Friendship, the soother of woe. 
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The miser may smile o*er his gay glittering treasures, 

To blast him abooiii and despise him below; 
But ne'er can he value the soul-melting pleasures 

That Row from sweet Friendship, the soother of woe. 
Though riches upon me wad flow like the ocean, 

I*d spurn from my bosom the false glittering foe. 
If it dared to depreciate one tender emotion 

That springs frae sweet Friendship, the soother of woe. 



WATERLOO PLAIN. 

AiK—'' The Harper of MuUr 

Whbk blooming in beauty my Henrt appeared, 

He soothed all my sorrows, my boiom he cheered; 

But now, sad and lonely, in anguish I mourn. 

The friend of my bosom will never return. 

His heart was his country's, — ^he bade me farewell; 

The anguish of parting no mortal can tell; 

He rushed' from my bosom and crossed the rough main^ 

And now he lies silent on Waterloo Plain. 

O sweet were the accents that flowed from his lips* 
His mildness and beauty no flower could eclipse; 
Within Mi sad bosom he ever will reign. 
Till the cokl wreathe of death around us entwine. 
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With fresh blooming laurel and sweet jessamine, 
I've plait for my hero a comet so fine; 
But lost is my labour, my hopes are in vain. 
For cold is my Henry on Waterloo Plain. 

These fresh blooming roses o*erspread with the dew, 
They are, my dear Henry, an emblem of you; 
For soon they will wither, and wither they must. 
And all their bright beauty must sink to the dust. 
Once you were as lovely, as them you did bloom ; 
But now, like the lily, you lie in the tomb; 
Hence, soon I will follow, I cannot remain, 
For pale is my Henry on Waterloo Plain. 

Deep hid in the centre of this broken heart, 
Your name is engraven with curious art; 
'The tears quickly flowing, and heart-rending sighs, 
Will sopn wash around it, and shut my .sad eyes. 
O then to my Henry with transport I'll fly ; — 
Forsake 4ll my sorrows, and soar through the sky; 
I'll meet with my Henry> — ^we'll ne'er part again, 
Although he lies mouldering on Waterloo Plain. 
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QUATRE BRAS. 
A IK — " Erin go Bragh" 

As lately I strayed o'er the bleak craggy mouDtain^ 

When night gently bathed in the star-floating sky ; 

An emblem of grief, like the clear gelid fountaini 

Distilled streams of woe from sorrow's dull eye* 

" Oh! why, lovely maid, alone do you wander; 

Oh ! tell me, can grief touch a bosom so tender ?" 

*' Oh! hush, then," she cried, '' for my heart bursts asunder^ 

For him who lies cold on thy field, Quatre Bras. 

0*er the dull lonely heath from the dawning of mornings 
With heart-rending sorrow I've wandered alone ; 
In vain may I doat on my Francis returning, 
For the last gleam of hope from my bosom is gone. 
The forfeit of life may to pardon awaken ; 
The manner have hope on an island forsaken ; 
But ne'er from his sleep shall my Francis awaken. 
Nor ever return from thy field, Quatre Bras. 

Oh, hark ! for I hear my dear Francis inviting 
His heart*broken Emma to gentle repose ; 
And now my sad heart is with transport exulting. 
For soon I'll be distant from all earthly woes. 
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1 cotde, my d6ar pRAMCid, with wings of the morning ; 
I see thy sweet image that haven adorning, 
Where this heaving bosom shall cease from its mourning, 
For him who lies cold on thy fields Quatrx Bras," 

She scarcely had finished, when life's early blossom 
Abandoned the stalk, worn sapless and dry; 
Becalmed was the tempest that raged in her bosom, 
And dim was the dew-drop that hung on her eye. — 
Oh ! these are thy triumphs, relentless Ambition ! 
The ruin of mankind, the foe of our nation ; 
How many brave youths you have hurled to destruction, 
And left, aold as clay, on thy field, Quatre Bras. 



THE BLUSH. 
Air—" The Highland Plaid:' 

Bonny lassie, will ye stray. 

Where the lam'kins blythely play ; 

Where the dimpling burnies flow ; 

Where the gentle zephyrs blow; 

Upon a rosy bed reclined, 

With music sweet I'll soothe thy mind. 
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Linnets sweetly tune their breath, 
Where sweet Flora weayes her wreathe ; 
Golden spangles deck the vale; 
Fragrant flow*rets taint the gale ; 
Afar we'll rove from busy eye ; 
To yon green shade unseen we'll fly. 

Nature's beauties a' combine ; 
Treasures sweet they add to thine ; 
Hark ! the cooing cushat dove 
Chides us for delaying Jove ; 
Then come, my sweet, my lovely maid ! 
We'll fly where love delights the shade. 

Silent blushes give consent : 
On thy cheek their glow is spent. 
Blushing roses with thee vie. 
Sparkling love a4oms thy eye. 
Away we'll fly to yon green bower, 
And spend wi' Joy the happy hour. 
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FAREWEEL TO CALLANDER. 

Air—" Funerey!* 

The lark wi' transport mounts the sky^ 
The birds proclaim their native joy ; 
While I maun heavethe bitter sigh. 
And bid fareweel to Callander. 

Chob : — Though far awa, my heart's wi' you, 
Whare happy hours in moments flew ; 
Then maun I bid my last adieu. 
My last fareweelj to Callander. 

The cheerfu' smile of pleasure ^ireet, 
Enlivens every faee I meet ; 
But gloom on mine hath ta'en its seat, 
Wi' grief for leaving Callander. 

When I behold thy charming scenes, 
The blood runs nimbly through my vein»; 
But nothing now to me remains, 
Than bid fareweel to Callander. 

Then fare ye weel, my Jamis dear I 
Lang may ye breed your youth wl' care ; 
And build them up wi' meikle lair, 
When I am far frae Callander* 
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May Health her treasures freely shower ; 
May Plenty on you ever pour ; 
And Pleasure fill the passing hour, 
When I am far frae Callander. 

In yon house, near the river side, 
That looks sae braw in neatest pride, 
There lives the lovely, charming maid, 
The f\iirest maid in Callander. 

Pure virtue in her bosom dwells ; 
In beauty she by far excels 
The fairest maids^ — the finest belles,-^ 
And shines a star in Callander. 

Nae raair I'll wander by the Teith, 
And pleasant groves their fragrance breathe; 
Or for her twine a flow'ry wreathe, ' 
For I'm gnun far frae Callander. 

Nae mair I'll wander through the glen. 
An' start the hare on Ledi-Ben ; 
Or sonnets in her praises pen. 
For I'll be far frae Callander. 

« 
Then fare ye weel, my Mary dear J— 

That gars me drop the brinj' tear ! 
For I could stay for ever here. 
An' live wi* thee in Callander. 
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ADIEU! YE PLEASANT BANKS OF TEITH. 

Air — " Ye hanks an* hraes o* ifonny DoonJ" 

Adieu! ye pleasant banks of Tsith^ 

Ye fragrant groves, retreats of love! 
How oft I'l^e soared on rapture's wing; 

But, ah! my heart frae thee must rove. 
For oe*er can I my lassie claim, 

Nor taste her lips of rosy dye ; 
The golden gale is far frae me. 

And love pblivion's shades must try. 

Ah! na, my heart, ye needna throb. 

To part wi* ane ye darena tell; 
How fond the wish! how vain the thought! 

That nane would ken her but yeVsel*. 
Ye ken her by the lovely name 

That*8 centered in thy crimson shade ; 
Ye ken her by the charming voice 

That first thy core a captive made. 

Ye ken her by the bonny blink 
That glances frae her sparkling e*e ; 

Ye ken her by her lovely lips; 
Their fragrant sweets ye lang to pree. 
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But^ ah! my heart, nae mair ye'll ken; 

Her peerless charms are no for thee. 
For thee and love she'll never smile; 

Her crimson lips ye'll never pree. 

The wildest flower that decks the lea 

Maun droop, an' a'«ts beauty lose; 
But summer's smile returns again, 

An' a' its foilner bloom renews. 
But summer sun shall ne'er bring back 

The joys that love has ta'en awa'; 
Nor love again with softest wile 

The first impressions steal awa'. 

Adieu! thou sweet enchanting flower! 

The fairest on the banks of Teith. 
May summer sun aye smile on thee. 

An' balmy zephyrs roun* thee breathe.- 
Within my heart you've left a stain 

Which time can never wash awa', 
Till wintei^ blaws his deadly blast, 

An* pale I lie aneath the snaw. 
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THE SHEARING. 

Air—" Gartmore Braes** 

Again the cheerfu* hunter^s horn, 
With echo sweet, salutes the morn ; 
Again gay Autumn round hath rolled, 
And fields are clothed in robes of gold. 
Come then, my Anna, let us leave 
All other tasks, and swell the sheaf; 
The western wind, the sun's sweet smile, 
Will fan our breasts, and cheer the toil. 

Replete with joy, and anxious mind> 
The happy farmer goes to bind; 
With secret transport he surveys 
The luscious crop his field displayv. 
Then come, my Anna, let us fly^ 
And reap the crop with joyful eye; 
We'll mix amang the jocund thrang, 
And talk of love the whole day lang. 

Impatient reapers* cheer fu* smile 
Invite us to the pleasant toil; — 
See, where they stand in fair array. 
And bly thely hail the harvest day : 

N 
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Then Anna let us quick begone; 
Andy when the cheerfa' task is done^ 
With them we'll pass the happy nighty 
In joTial mirth and fond delight. 



THOU BONNY BOWER ON LEVENSIDE. 

Air— « CraigOeer 

Chor:— ^Thou bonny bower on LeTenside^ 
Thou bonny bower on Levenfiide» 
Jiow o% in summer's blooming prid^i 
IVe spent the e'en wi' love an' thee* 

The pinky (he rose, the lillie \A0Wp 
And bipom within thy (rftgri|nt«ha4e; 

An' a* th^t NfltUTO ^mi bestow 
In bea^Hi^y is by ^ee repaid. 

How oft IVe gently stolen wi' J«Air> 
UiuieeB, into thy pleasant shade; 

And spent wi' joy the summer e'en^ 
In thee wi* xxxy ifweet lovely maid. 

On Leven banks weVe often strayed* 
And wander^ t]irottgh the flow'ty groves; 
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Then haTted at thy kindly thtde, 
And gently wkisii^ed khtifs lovei. 

How aft, wben MMtntfr avm did lower. 
An' mantling gloamin' spread the plain. 

We, ptttinn at thy friendly boweri 
Appointed when to meet again* 

Encircled with thy jRragrant breadi, 
How many fervent tows we've made; 

At IM we eaoHe in Hymn's wraathe. 
An' f ieher se6M«d thy lovdy ghad^ 

While fieeting Hfe shall freely beati 
An' memory shall smile on me, 

I'll ne'er forget thy btet retreat, 
Tbo' I ba ikr awa' frae thee< 



THE BONNY LASS O' EN'RICK WATER. 

Air— "iZoy« Wi/e. 

Chor :-^Th£ bonny lass o' En'rick water, 
The bonny lass o' En'rick water, 
O wha wad thoiq^t the artAi' queaft 
Wad sKgbted me, aibd taen tnither. 
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While o'er the hill I lanely stray, 
Wi^ grief I maim be thmkipg oa her; 

For she has dimmed life's cheerfu' ray. 
And left a flame I cajuia smother. 

' Her cheeks are redder thaathe rose. 

Than EnVick stream her breast is feirer; 
Put, ah! her heart to me's proved faase, 
Nae stroke on earth can e'er be saircr* 

Nae mair we'll trip wi'«heartsome yle^y 
An' brush the dew frae aff the heat^ier; 

For she is ever lost to me,— 
Th^ bonny lass p' En'rick water. 

The joys o' Spring again return, 
An' ilka thing aroun' is cheerie;—- 

Put I maun ever hapless mourn 
The loss o' her I lo'ed sae dear)y, 



THE BANKS OF THE TEITH- 

Air— « The Banh of the Devon:* 

Wherb the clear streams of Teith serenely meander 
Through green mossy liieadowB wi' primroses clad; 
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In the gay summer mornin* how lanely I wander, 
An* musing, recline 'neath the green leafy shade. 

The lark*s early carol with music transports me, 
And birds sweetly cbaunting on ilka green tree; 

But dearer to me is the voice of my Mary, 
Than a' the saft music they ever can gie. 

The groves, sweetly scendng, invite me to tarry. 

And fresh flowers with fragrance perfumingly breathe; 
But sweeter an' fresher's the breath of my Mart, 

Who blooms like a rose on the banks of the Teith. 
How dear to the mprnin's the sun's smiling beauty. 

Adorning wi' splen4or the dew-spangled green! 
But dearer to me is the smile of my Mary, 

Or the blue sparkling lustre that darts frae her een» ' 

How fair is the rose that adorneth the valley! 

How pure is the snow on the bleak mountain heath! 
But purer and fairer's the breast of my Mary» 

Who dwells on the. banks of the clear winding Teith, 
May the sweet bud of beauty that sheds ils soft blossom, 

With fresh blooming sweetness its lustre impart; 
An' the dew-drops of virtue that flow in her bosomi 

For ever enliven and cherish her heart. 
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SUMMER. 

Air—" Ghomy Winter:* 

Summer Bpreads her downy wing, 
Cheerfu' linnets sweetly sing. 
Opening flowers their fragrance bring, 

And briars scenting sweetly, O. 
Deep within the Clachan glen, 
Happy youths the e'ening spen'; 
Creeping o'er the fox's den, 

The ivy blossoms bonny, Q. 
Dinlfpling frae the verdant hill, 
Glazert winds its crystal rill, 
Gently passing Lennox-mill, 

'Mang beechen banks sae leafy, O. 

Gentle breezes fan the day, 
Sunny showers refresh the spray. 
Bleating lam'kins heedless stray, 

0*er Campsie Fells sae lofty, O. 
'Neath the craggy mountain's brow, 
Purling btrmies clearly row; 
Hawthorns blooming on the knowe, 

A j.orn the braes sae cheerie, O. 
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Haftm UoMw m ilka place^ 
Gladfiew smiles in every face* 
Wanton youngsters nianbly ebace 
The cbirpiag birds sae youtby, Q. 

like the yemal morning sky» 
Friendahtp opes her joyfU* eye, 
Bidding sorrow's ages fly» 

An' making moments chfierie^ Q; 
like tlie summer's fiEiurest day, 
Friendahip sheds her golden ray; 
Aatuma eve, profusely gay, 

Can ne*er sufpass her beauty, O. 
Ne'er shall winter's fellest blast 
' ji^ve my breast of Friendship past ; 
But, while lile'a short seasons last» 

Wi' lore I will tep^ thee, 0. 



THE PABEWELL. . 
Air—** Humours o' Glen.'' 

How lanely's the castle, the trees bare an' wan a'. 

An' pale is the mountain, and green flowVy heath; 
How cheerless my heart is to part wi* my Anna, 

Who blooms, fresh as May, on the banks of the Tkitii, 
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The dull robe of winter hath shaded ilk comer. 
An' now not a vestige of summer is seen; 

An* soon, like a' Nature, I'll be a sad mourner, 
Afar frae the blinks o' my Anna's blue een. 

Her modesty's meek as the primrose's blossom, 

Refreshing as Spring is her sweet scenting breath ; 
An* virtue an' mildness aye reign in her bosom, 

As pure as the ice on the banks of the Tsith. 
How fleeting are moments while I'm wi' my dearie, 

They move maist as fast as the motion o' light; 
But when she is absient they're cheerless an' eerie. 

An' lanely an* dull as the shades o' the night. 

The summer returning, the green dress o' Nature 

Will soon sweep the mantle o' winter awa'; 
But Anna again I may ne'er see thy feature, 

An' far frae thy bosom I lanely may fa*. 
Then farewell, my Anna! sae sweet an' sae bonny, 

The fairest that trips on the green sunny heath; 
Then farewell, my Anna! the blithest of ony 

That dwell on the banks of the clear winding Tsith. 
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THE LOVE I BEAR FOR JOHNNY. 
Air—" The MiU, MOl, 0." 

Upon the flowVy banks that smooth 

The rapid Eark*8 meander, » 
Through a' its bonnie meads an* groves 

How sweet*s the task to wander. 
Ae day I heard a plaintive voice, 

Sae sweet I ne*er heard ony ; 
An' aye the notes swell'd higher still|— * 

" The love 1 bear for Johnnt/' 

The music charmed me to the place; 

*Twas *neath a hawthorn blossom; 
An' there a maiden lanely sat, 

Sad sorrow swelled her bosom; 
I pressed her gently to my breast, 

An* preed her mou' sae bonny; 
But still she wept, and sweetly sang, 

" The love I bear for Johnny." 

'< O fairest maid of Earn! gto ye*il 

Consent to be my dearie, 
FU dight the tear firae aff yer e'e. 

An* mak yer moments cheerie. 
O 
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For many a flower hath hung its head, 
An* bloomed again sae bonny; 

An' sae will ye, my lovely bride, 
Gin ye'U forget yer Johnny." 

*' An' mony a flowflr hath folaated been, 

An' withered in its bloflsem; 
But still the bud of virtue blooms 

Untainted in my bosom. 
An' since kind heaven a frien' can spare, 

Frae faithless men sae mooy, 
I'H be yer comfort tifl I die, 

An* never think on Johnnt." 



THE GREEN LONNIE. 

Air — *' The Flowers of the Forest:* 

The saft dewy moraug, the gay flowers adorning, 

Can ne'er to my bosom its pleasures impart; 
For now I'm foriom, in iiki^ gay morning. 

An' hope hath beguiled me, an' fled frae my heart. 
Nae mair will niy Johnny, wi' vdce sweet asiioney. 

Agree for to meet me aneadi the yew tree; 
For now the green lonnie, sae sweet an' sae botbiie, 

Is ever deserted :by Joflvjt y a&d me. 
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Oh 1 iDUdt I i«meii4N»r, sacf swe^t 9n' sae tend^. 

The hours were we've sp^at 'aea^h. thy wide spreadiog shade; 
But DOW I may waoderi like Allan's meanderi 

For ne'er will I see him in mefKlQw or glade. 
The wild wreathing flower that adorned the bower, 

Ag^ia shall in sammer its beauties renew; ^ 

But Uij$ iKiR sunny shower will ne'er wet tlie flower 

That ance bloomed sae sweetly, aneath the green yew. 



HELEN OF EN'RICK. 
Air — ** Bonny Dundee.** 

As down by the banks o' the clear winding En*rick, 

Ae night in the gloamin' I wandered alane, 
I met wi' my HEL£N;«^her bosom was shining 

Like momin' in May, on the green dewy plain. 
The blush on her cheek she ha'f tried to smother. 

An' the saft dewy glance seemed to melt ti^ her e'e; 
I gied her a smile to keep her heart cheerie, 

For aye the bit lassie looks kindly at me. 

I cann^ think yet that shell be my lover, 
Her father's as gaucie a laird as ye'll see; 

Wi* plenty o' siller, an' Ian' out o* measure,-^ 
He's keen as the thistle that grows on the lea. 
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The auld man, guid guide us ! wai fairl j gang orazy. 
Gin he thought that his dochter vras speaking ta me; 

But faith, die] ma care, I'd afF wi' my Hblen, 
Gin she war as willing** I'd wish her to be. 

O Helen is biythe as the beams o* the mornm*^ 

An* brisk as the maukin that frisks o'er the lea; 
A match for my Helen, I never saw ony,— - 

In modesty, beauty, or innocent glee. 
O gin I war laird o* the hale o' the kingdom, 

An* richer than ony that ever hae been; 
rd mak, for my lady, fair Helen of En'bick, * 

An* kindly caress her frae morning till e*en. 



CONTENTMENT. 

^IR_" What beauties does Flora disclose.'* 

O SAY, can the sweet flowVy thorn, 

Contentment,' e*er blossom like thee! 
Thy smile is the flower l>reathing morn; 

The mild summer evening, thy e'e. 
O'er life's briery path we may stray. 

From care*s mazy windings get free;— 
But smooth is the rough thorny way, 

Contentment, when guided Iby thee. 
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O came, with thy soft balmy breaili. 

Bring the raptures thy fragrance imparti; 
With health form an unfading wreathe^ 

And with it encircle our hearts^ 
The dark rolling ocean of woe 

That mortals have often to pree; 
How fresh is its tide's briny flow, 

Contentment, when sweetened by thee. 



PAE YE SEEN THE FENING SKY. 
Air — '^ Banks o' Banna.'* 

Hae ye seen the e'ening sky? — 

Then ye*ve seen my Helbn;— 
Mild as azure's fairest dye, 

Wary mortals stealin*. 
Rapture wantons in her smile; 

Sweetness in her bosom; 
Breathing fragrance to the galf , 

Frebh'ning verdure's blossom. 

Truth untainted wraps her heart; 

Fair as vernal morning; 
Innocence, unmix'd with art. 

Stores of bliss adorning. 
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Gent}e as the western breexe; 

Lips of lovte ioyitiog;— " 
Fair as Luna through the trees! 

Purest love uniting! 



SPRING. 

Air— <« The YeUm-haired Laddie:* 

The Forth wanders gently through Spring's budding leaves, 
An* ilka young blossom its verdure receives ; ^ 

The lark singing sweetly light skimming the deXr, 
Awakens the morning its task to renew. 
Arise then, my Jeakib, all nature invites, 
We'll taste the sweet pleasures of vernal delights; 
For winter may come ere our spring time be o'er^ 
An' soon we may wither like yon early flower. 

The mild breathing morning refreshing the lea, 
Recals the fond moments I've wasted with thee; 
Thy e'e, glancing mildly, shed lore's morning ray; 
Thy cheek blushed consent, — thy lips whispered, nay. 
O still may we cherish thae fond sparks of joy. 
Renew each sweet moment when grief would annoy ; 
Tho' Love's cooling breezes blaw chill through our hearts, 
May we feel all the blessings that Friendship imparts. 
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THEN FILL A BUMPER TO THE BRIM. 
Air — " Auld Langsi/ne.'* 

AuLD Scotland's whistle*^ now worn dry, 

Its cracked and maistly done; 
The canty chiel' that made it soun*, 

Like it is out o* tune. 

Chor: — Then fill a bumper to the brim, 
An' swig it afF wi' me; 
We drink to ane wha played it weel, 
An* could a wee drap pree. 

Wi* rotten wood they've patched it up, 

An' tried to mak it speak; 
An' mony a ane's gane out his wits, 

Wha only made it squeak. 

Sae mony drones hae tried their skill, 

They've split it now in twa; 
An' gane for aye's the canty chiel', 

The cock that made it craw. 

Though dull he lies aneath the yird, 
Like winter's cauldest snaw, 
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Tke lively soun* his whistle gied 
Shall never die awa*. 

Then fill a brimmer up again, 

An* to hts mem'ry ca'; 
Auld Scotland, ye may mourn the day 

Yer whistler gaed awa*. 



J. FRA8BR, PRINTER^ 
STIRLING. 



FINIS. 
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